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fat stubby hands at her face and hair, as she kissed and
nuzzled.

LIKE the gurgling of a tide first heard in the rock-crannies
and seaweed-covered holes at the foot of a cliff, the anger
of the people was murmuring up through the alleys and
slum-dens of Rome: coming through the cautiously opened
doors of cellars and smoky taverns, the window-holes of
rickety attics, the rifts in darkened closets under stairs, the
squalid partitioned apartments where two or three families
slept together. Fear that the dole would cease, that the
colonising schemes would be quashed, that the grants of
land would be revoked and the promise of more land nullified.
Anger at the deed of blood.

For the poor, flung together in suffering, could intuit a
bond of brotherhood now lost to the nobles who had for-
gotten in a capitalised world the race-bond. The old compact
was gone, and a new compact was being formed; and it
was the slave and the starving workman who sensed the
sanctions of the future age. The upper-classes clung to
forms that had once been pure and inspiriting, and sought
to turn life back to the departed age of farmer-warriors; or
clung, avaricious and spendthrift, to their possessions and
privileges, deaf to the voice of doom.

"Why have they killed Caesar? Only because they feared
what he'd do to them and their like."

"Caesar was giving everyone fair play. He was killed by
a gang of crooks."

"Oesardiedforus."

Bring your love, sufferers, to the man who died for his
fellows. The mighty has fallen. Must his work therefore
fall? Is the mighty one dead because his body is defiled by
the enemy? Will he not reappear, in the same or another
shape, breaking through the tomb, returning with rescue?

How can Caesar die, since he died for man?

Look up, you boozing veteran with your warty nose in
a tankard. Tears are rolling down your cheeks. Lick them
sideways with your tongue, and their salt will make you
thirstier yet. Remember the solemn Mysteries and what
they have told you in their chapels: the lessons learned from